COMMENTARY

Machines devised by harmless clergymen and boys
Attracted men like magnets from the marl and clay
Into towns on the coal-measures, to a kind of freedom,

Where the abstinent with the landless drove a bitter

bargain,
But sowed in that act the seeds of an experienced

hatred,
Which, germinating long in tenement and gas-lit cellar,

Is choking now the aqueducts of our affection.
Knowledge of their colonial suffering has cut off
The Hundred Families like an attack of shyness;

The apprehensive rich pace up and down

Their narrow compound of success; in every body

The ways of living are disturbed; intrusive as a sill,

Fear builds enormous ranges casting shadows,

Heavy, bird-silencing, upon the outer world,

Hills that our grief sighs over like a Shelley, parting

All that we feel from all that we perceive,

Desire from Data; and the Thirteen gay Companions

Grow sullen now and quarrelsome as mountain tribes.

We wander on the earth, or err from bed to bed

In search of home, and fail, and weep for the lost ages

Before Because became As If, or rigid Certainty

The Chances Are. The base hear us, and the violent
Who long to calm our guilt with murder, and already
Have not been slow to turn our wish to their advantage.
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